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Cankred with pcace,to pare your Cankred hate. 

Ifcucr you difturbe our ftrccts againc. 

Your hues fhall pay the forfeit of the peace- 
For this time all the reft depart away: 

You Capulet (hall goe along with me, 

And Momugac come you this afeernoone, 

To know our Fathers plcafure in this cafe : 

To old Frcc-towne,our common iudgccncnC place: 

Once more on paine of death, all men depart. Exeunt ♦ 

Moan. Who fee this auncient quarrell new abroach ? 
Speake Nephcw,were you by,when it began: 

Ben. H?ere were the feruants of your 3 ducrfarie, 

And yours dofe fighting ere I did approach, 

I drew to part them,in the inftanc came 
The tiery ,with his fword prepar’d. 

Which as he breath’d defiance to my eares. 

He fwong about his head,and cut the windes. 

Who nothing hurt witha!l,hift him in fcorne. 

While wr? were enterchanging thrufts and blowes* 

Cam? more and more,and fought on part and pait, 

Till the Prince came,who parted either part. 

O where is Romeo faw you him to day? 

Right ghd am I,he was not at thi> fray. 

Ben Madam,an hourc before the worfhipt Sun 
Peer’d forth the golden window of the Eaft, 

A troubled mind draue me to walkc abroad, 

W nerc vnderneath the groue of Sycamour, 

That Weft-ward rooteth from this City fide: 

So carely walking did I fee your Sonne: 

Towards him I made,but he was ware of me, 

And ftole into the couert of the wood, 

I mcafuring his affections by my owne. 

Which then moft fought,wher moft might not be found: 
Being one too many by* my weary felfc, 

Purfued my Honour,not purfuing his 
And gladly fhunn'd, who gladly fled from me. 

Mount. Mmy a morning hath he there beene feene. 
With teares augmenting thefrefh mornings dcaw, 
Adding to cloudes,morc cloudes with his deepe fighcSj 
But all fo foone as the all-checring Sunne, 

Should in the fartheft Eaft begin to draw 
The fhadic Curtaines from Aurora* bed, 

Away from light fteales home my heauy Sonne, 

And priuatc in his Chamber pennes himfelfc. 

Shuts vp his windowes,lockc5 faireday-light out. 

And makes himfclfean artificiall night: 

Blackc and portendous muft this humour prone, 
Vnleflegood counfell may the caufe remouje. 

Ben . My Noble Vnde doe you know the caufe ? 

Mo*n. I neither know it,nor can learne of him. 

Ten . Haueyou importun'd him by any mcanes? 

Mom. Both by my fdfe and many others Friends, 

But he his owne affc&ions counfcllcr. 

Is to himfelfcf I will not fay how true) 

But to himfclfe fo fccret and fo dofc, 

Sofarre from founding and difcoucry. 

As is the bud bit with an cnuious worme. 

Ere he can fpread his fweete Icaucs to the ayre. 

Or dedicate his beauty to the fame. 

Could we but Icarne from whence his forrowes grow. 

We would as willingly giue cure,as know.. 

Enter Romeo. 

Be.n See where he comes,fo pleafe you flep afide, 

He know his grecuance,or be much denide. 

Moun . I would thou wert fo happy by thy ftay f 
To hearc true flirift. Come Madam let's away. Exeunt 
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1 "Ben. Good morrow Coufin. 

Rom. Is the day fo young ? 

Ben. But new ftrookc nine. 

Rom. Aye me, fad houres feeme Ion o • 

Was that my Father that went henec /oVafta 
Ben. It was: what fadnes lengthens Rom,*' , 

Re. Not hauing that,which hauing make«.k e,? 

Ben. In loue. & .->malte s th Cni ft 0r 

Romeo. Out. 

Ben. Ofloue. 

Rom, Out of her fauour where I am in loue 
Ben. Alas that loue fo gentle in his view ’ 

Should be fo tyrannous and rough in proofe.’ 

Rom. Alas that loue,whole view is muffled flill 
Should without eyes,fee path-wayes to his will ‘ 
Where fhall wc dine ? O me: what fray w- g h«. % 

Yet tell me not,for I hauc heard it all: 7 " e? 
Heerc’s much to do with hate,but more with | n ,,„ 

Why then,0 brawling lou^O louing hate ”'** 

O any thmg.cf nothing firft created: 

' Oheauie lightnefle,ferious vanity, 

^ Mifhapen Chaos of welfecing formes, 

Feather of lead,bright fmoake,cold fir e,ficke health 
Still waking fleepe.ihat is not what it is: 1 

This loue feele I,that fecle no loue in this. 

DocU thou not laugh i 

Ben. No Cozc,I rather weepe. 

Rom. Good heart,at what i 
Ben. At thy good hearts opprefsion. 

Rom. Why fuch is loues tranfg refsion. 

Griefes of mine owne lie heauie in my breaft, 

Which thou wilt propagate to hauc it preaft 
With more of thine,this loue that thou hafl fhownc 
Doth 3ddc more gricfe,totoo much of mine owne, ’ 
Loue,is afmoake made with the fume of fighes, ' 
Being purg’d,a fire fparklmg in Louerseycs, 

Being vext.a Sea nourifhe with louing teares. 

What is it elfe ? a niadncflc,moft difereet, 

A choking gall,and a preferuing fwcet; 

Farewell my Coze. 

Ben. Soft I will goe along. 

And if you Icaue me fo ( you do me wrong. 

Rom. Tut I haue loll my felfe, I am not here, 

This is not Romeo fnes's fomc other where. 

Ben. Tell me in fai)nefTc,who is that you loue ? 

Row. What fhall ] gtone and tell thee? 

Ben. Grone,why no : but fadly tell me who. 

Rom. A ficke man in fadneffc makes his will i 
A"word ill vrg’d to one that is fo ill .• 

|n fadnefle Cozin,I do loue a woman. 

Ben. I aym’d fo neare, when I fuppof d you lou'd. 
Rom. A right good marke man,and fhee s faire I lose 
Ben. Arightfairemaikc.faircCoze,'»foonefthit, 
Ram. Well in that hit you mifle,fheel not be hit 
With Cupids a’rrow.fhe hath Dions wit: 

And in flrong proofe of chaftity well arm’d.* 

From loues weake childifti Bow,flic liues vneharm’d. 
Shee will not flay the fiege of louing tcarmes, 

Nor bid th’incounter ofaflailingeyes.i - 
Nor open her lap to Saimft-fcducing Gold: 

O flie is rich in beautie,oheIy poore, 

That when fhe dies,with beautie dies her (lore. 

Ben. Then flie hath fworne,that flie will flill liuc chad ? 
Rom, She hath,and in that (paring make huge waft ? 
For beauty fteru’d with her f eucrity. 

Cuts beauty off from all pofleritic. 

She 
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c , e i, too fairc,too wifewi: fely too faire, 

? merit bltfe by making me difpa.re: 

T° ‘J h forfworne to loue,and in that vow 
^'r line dead,that liue to tel! it now. 

0 °<iL Be rul’d by me.forget to chinke ofher. 
f ‘ q t each me how I fhould forget to thinke. 

Be*. By g iuin s i ibctt y ynto thinc e y«» 

c .mine other beauties, 

s ’Ti* the way to calhers(exquifit)in qucftion more, 
le happy maskes that kifle faire Ladies browes, 
blacke,puts vs in mind they hide the faire: 
u','that is ftrooken blind.cannot forget 
JL precious treafure of his eye-fight loft : 

me a Miftrcffe that is paffing faire, 

\Vhat doth her beauty ferue but as a note, 

Ljrei may read who paft that pafling faire. 

Lwcll thou can’ft not teach me to forget, 

'Ben. lie pay that do61rine,or elfe die in debt. Exeunt 
Inter Capt*let,Cotentie Parts,and. the Clowne. 

C/tptt. eJMountague is bound as well as I, 

In penalty alike,and cts not hard I thinke, 

for men old a * vvee ’ to c F e thc P cace * 

W. Of Honourable reckoning areyou both. 

Andpittie’tis you liu’d at ods fo long* 

But now my Lord, what fay you to my fute ? 

Caftt. But laying ore what I haue faid before. 

My Child is yet a ftranger in the world, 

Shee hath not feene the change of fouttecne ycares, 

[ et two more'Summers-wither in their pride, 

Ere we may thinke her ripe to be a Bride. 

Pari. Younger then fh;,are happy mothers made. 

CajH- And too foone mat’d are thofe fo early made: 
Earthhathfwsllowed all my hopes but fhe, 

Shee’- the hopefull Lady of my earth: 

But wooe her gentle Paris, get her heart, 
gy will to her confent,is but a part, 

And fhee agree,within her fcopc of choife, 

Lyss my confcnt,and faire according voice: 

This night I hold an old accuftom’d Fcaft, 

Whereto 1 haue inuited many aGucft, 

Such as I loue,and you among the (tore. 

One more,moft welcome makes nay number more: 

At my poore houfe,iookc co behold this night. 

Earth treading ftarTes.th.ac make darke heauen light, 
Suchcomfortas do lufty young men feele. 

When well apparrel’d April 1 «n the hecle 
Ofhmping Winter trcads.cucnfuch delight 
Among frefh Fennell buds fliail you this night 
Inheiit at my houfe:hearc all,a!l fee: 

And like her moft,whofe merit moft fhall be: 

Which one more veiw,ofmany,minc being one, 

May (land in number,though in reckni.ng none. 

Come,goe with me; goe firrah trudge about. 

Through faire P r erona,fini thole perfons out, 

W r hofe names arc written there,and to them fay. 

My houfe and welcome,on their plcafure ftay. Exit. 

Ser. Find them out whofe names are written. Heeieit 
is written, that the Shoo-maker fhould meddle with his 
Yard, andche Tayler with his Laft,the Fifhcr with his 
Pcnlill, and the Painter with his Nets. But ] am lent to 
find thofe perlons whofe names are writ,& can neucr find 
whatnamts the writing perlon hath here writ,( 1 muft to 
the learned) in good time. 

Enter Benuolio,,and Borneo. 

Ben. Tut man,onefiic burnes outanochers burning, 
One paine is lclned by anothers anguilh: 


- -_ 

Turne giddie.and be holpe by backward turning: 
Onedcfparatc greefe,cures with anochers latiguiln : 

Take thou fomc new infedftion to the eye, 

And the rank poyfon ofthe old wil die. 

Rom. Your Plantan leafe is excellent for that. 

Ben. For what I pray thee* 

Rom. For your broken fhin. 

Ren. Why Romeo art thou mad ? 

Rom, Not mad.but bound more then a mad man is: 

Shut vp inprifon,kcpt without my foode, 

Whipt and tormented: and Godden good fellow, 

Ser. Godgigoden.I pray fir can you read ? 

Rom. I mine owne fortune in my roiferie. 

Ser. Perhaps you haue learn’d it without booke: 

Burl pray can you read any thingyou fee ? 

Rom. f ,if I know the Letters and the Language, 

Ser. Yc fay honeftly.reft you merry. 

Rom. Stay fellow,I can read. 

He reades the Letter. 

S Eioneur 7ilarttne,and hit wife and daughter : County An- 
feTme and his beauttous ftjlcrs: the Lady widdow ofVtrtt. 
uio, Seigneur Placentto,and his lonely Neeces : Mercutioand 
his brother Valentine : mine vnde Capulet his wife and daugh¬ 
ters : mj faire tferce Rofaline,Liuia,Setgneur Valentio>& his 
Cofen Tybalt: Lucto and the Ituely Helena. 

A faire aflembly, whither fhould they come ? 

Ser. Vp. 

Rom. Whither? tofupper? 

Ser. To our houfe. 

Rom. Whofe houfe? 

Ser. My Maifters, 

Rim. Indeed I fhould haue askt you that before. 

Ser. Now lie tell you without asking. My maiftcris 
the great rich Capulet, and if you be not of the houfe of 
Afcuntagues I pray come and trufha cup.ofwine. Reft 
you merry. Exit. 

Ben. Atthis fameauncient Fcaft ofCapulett 
Sups the faire Rofaitne,whom thou lo loues; 

Wich all the admired Beauties of Verona, 

Gothithcrand with vnattainted eye, 

Compare her face with forne that I fhall (how. 

And I will make thee thinke thy Swan a Crow. 

Rom. When the deuouc religion of mine eye 
Maintaines fuch falfliood.then turne teares to fire: 

And thefe who often dtow n’d could neucr die, 
Transparent Hcretiques be burnt for liers. 

One fairer then my loue: the all-feeing Sun 
Nere faw her match,fince firft the world begun. 

Ben. T(it ( youfaw her faire.none elfe being by, 
Ilcrfelfe poyi’d wirh herfelle in either eye: 

Bat in that Chriftall feales,let there be waid, 

Your Ladies loue againft fome other Maid 
That I will (how you,fhining at this Fcaft, 

And (he Ih; w leant (hell, well,that now fiiewe* beft. 

Rom. He goe along,no fuch fight to be ihowne, 

But to reioycein fplendor of mine owne. 

Enter Capulets Wife and Nurfe. 

IP'tfe Nurfe wher’s my daughter? call her forth to me. 
Nurfe. Now by my Maidenhead, at twclue yeareold 
1 bad her come.what Lambiwhat Ladt-bird, God forbid. 
Where’s this Girlc ? what iuliet ? 

Enter Iuliet. 

Iuliet. How now, who calls? 

Nur. Your Mother. 

Iuliet. Madam I am heerc, what i* your will } 

Wife. This is the matter : Nurfe giue leaue awhile, wc 
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